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Found there In Paris, in a corner, alone with all ages,
Child of infinite space with the ages in his hand:
They will'kill you, child, with a rifle-butt.
Arise. Shine. They will shoot you through the eyes.

O God, the atom has split in WerfeFs brain!
The room is rigid with the death of his brain.
O small, diminished wall of their jealous fury
Propping the chaste stars of his huge horizons!

Ah calculating bulle.ts against the artist

Driven from the shoulder, piercing blind windows

Draped from night's terror of whirling, flaming

wheels,
They have struck: the lamp is a skull.

Killed, Now clash the unbelievable Cymbals.

O two worlds! O clash of two worlds!

They have bandaged their own eyes. Rigid with

ecsta$y
They leave him, bleeding to death on the god~stained

ground.

Their minds had returned to iron forms, but he had

put forth

Antlers, like those invisible ones of Moses,
His lofty forehead, his eyes
Beautiful as a stag's that see no dogs for the god,

*That once this life was mine! That once this life was

mine!,
That once those pines stood up in my Wood's

meadows!
That once this life was mine!' Forget him, deformed

shadows,
Reel back firom him. The <Just is drintotog"Wtoti,